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tive man to his element. But, although it could not have been
more than fifteen degrees below zero, I was freezing. Doubtless
my skin had not yet become adapted to this climate. My fingers
binned in my gloves, and I was too vain to speak of it. But
while I knelt there, thinking of nothing else, suddenly— a fish!
Utak's right hand was closing over the handle of the kakivok,
and before I could see what had happened, the thing was done,
the fish was gasping on the ice, had flung itself twice in the air
and then lay still, frozen almost on the spot. And Utak was
back in the same posture, absorbed again in his chase.
We had been out several hours, and the pain in my fingers
became so unbearable that I could have screamed. The heel of
my hands also had begun to harden. When, finally, we stood
up, I took off my gloves to have a look and saw that my fingers
were waxen. I had frozen my eight fingertips.
Three days later my fingers were still useless: hard as wood,
very painful, whenever I touched anything with them they
burned, and I could not so much as roll myself a cigarette.
Rubbing them with snow did no good. Dipping them in coal-
oil merely produced in them a sensation of cold. There was no
remedy, and the best I could do was to hope they were not
permanently frozen. Meanwhile, I was chained to the igloo
like a hospital patient to his bed.
From my iglerk, my couch, I watched the life of the women
through the opening in the wall between our igloos. Unarnak,
Utak's wife, was industriously at work with her kumak-sheun, her
louse-catcher, a long caribou bone with a tuft of polar-bear hair
glued to the end. The hairs must have had an extraordinary
attraction for the lice, for this species of hunting was always
successful. It was a treat— though, I agree, of a special kind—
to see Unarnak pull three lice in succession off the hairs and
crack them in her teeth.
On the skins that covered their iglerk the little boy was naked
at play. He strutted, grimaced, chattered, and held behind him
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